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1 

The twilight ring around the earth is air. 
Its upper edge is on the solar light, 
Its lower presses back against the night, 

While its broad base bends slowly everywhere. 

It snugly fits earth's surface curvature. 

In form it is a perfect, prism-shaped ring. 

Through it the spectrum's colors break and fling 
A fascinating nature portraiture. 

It is a belt of all prismatic tints. 

There shades and blends of color tones abound 

In riotous profusion to astound 
Mankind with shifting polychromic glints. 

It is a circle which bisects a globe; 

A true circumference which bounds a sphere; 

A circlet, seen between the hemisphere 
Of light, and night which wears a sable robe. 



2 

It is a lei welcoming the day. 
Its long festoons are hung about the earth 
As creatures wake to gladness and to mirth, 

And drowsiness and gloom are put away. 

It is a loop of gaily painted skies. 
There nearly achromatic oyster tints 
Are laid aside for dress in lively prints 

Of orange, turquoise, puce, and crimson dyes. 



3 



It is an endless hoop of splendor. There 
The sky is ever blazing with a dawn 
Or sunset, and the clouds and hills are drawn 

In silhouette against the solar flare. 



3 

It is wreath of shadows on the world; 

Of shadows in the air and on the clouds; 

Of shadows which are purple velvet shrouds 
In which the forests and the fields are furled; 

Of strong contrasting shadows in relief; 
Of painted shadows, which appear to tinge 
The air through which they spread and fall with 
fringe 

Of amethyst, and color every leaf 

With lilac, lavender, or violet; — 

Plum-colored shadows down the mountain sides, 

In river valleys and upon the tides; 
And dingy shadows which we soon forget. 



4 

Here the crepuscular light throws its arc 

Above the ruddy segment of the sky 

When sun has set; and when the day shows nigh 
Above the eastern sheen bends back the dark. 

There floating clouds are colored, one by one, 
Until each fragment wears a vivid robe, 
And towering masses show around the globe 

Like mountain ranges glowing in the sun. 

Within the twilight ring the alpenglow 

Is found; where sunbeams are in slanting streaks 
Transfiguring the snowcapped mountain peaks 

And coloring the valleys far below. 



4 



Here is the band of afterglows which frame 
The air and earth in weird chromatic tones; 
And morning-shines which cause the grass and 
stones 

To blush with tints of scarlet, rose, and flame. 
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About the earth there is a zone of song, 

A narrow path of ecstasy, defined 

As well as any zone is to the mind. 
It circles straight around the earth along 

The convex channel of the twilight ring. 

The first wild creature with a singing throat 
Broke silence there with its aesthetic note, 

And ever since it is where creatures sing. 

Twice daily ocean's tides fill up the bay 

And estuary flooding rocky shores; 

And twice the tides of song in rising scores 
Sweep over a locality each day. 

Spring-tides of ocean, spreading wild alarm, 
May rise and inundate the works of man, 
But song's Spring-tides, since singing first began, 

Have flooded earth with joy instead of harm. 
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For earth, it is the crowded choir-loft, 
Where vesper songs and matins ever rise 
In tempo with kaleidoscopic skies, 

And anthems modulate from loud to soft. 

Song marches on with loud exultant phrase, 
By candlelight with stately solemn pace; 
Its vast processional of lyric grace 

Moves toward the altar of the King of Days. 



When priests withdraw before the coming night; 
The sweet recessional which sweeps along 
With music fading in a parting song 

Is heard forever in the waning light. 

The heaven of earth is in the twilight ring. 
There are intoned the world's rhapsodic lays, 
Which rise unendingly to God in praise 

From creatures which spontaneously sing. 
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Two complimenting rainbows form this ring. 
In one the twilight is diminishing 
And at the dawn completely vanishing; 

The fleeing kind, forever taking wing. 

It is seen glowing in the eastern sky 
Upon the margin of the coming day; 
While on day's western edge, the other may 

Be found advancing where day seems to die. 

Intensifying slowly, this type shrinks 

With shadows ever deepening, and grows 
More dense and blue beyond the afterglows, 

Until in pitch-darkness it wholly sinks. 
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The poles of twilight in the south and north 

Are welded points where dawn and evening merge, 
And equal arcs of both twilights converge. 

They shift with seasons, swinging back and forth. 

They form the axis of the twilight ring, 

Which slowly turns as it drives on through space, 
Revolving once a year, so that its face 

Is towards the solar flare from Spring to Spring. 
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Between the twilight poles the earth is hung. 
Revolving like a gyroscope, Earth moves 
Inside the twilight ring along the grooves 

Of space, while round its orbit it is swung. 

9 

It is a twilight tire which girds a sphere 
And rides on endlessly. It never tips 
As it goes coursing round the vast ellipse, 

Which serves as earth-track for an entire year. 

It is a shackle welded on the world 

Which holds it firmly in a twilight grip. 
It never for a moment lets Earth slip 

Its chain as on through space the sphere is twirled. 

It is a wedding ring of burnished gold; 

A band of gems, which never is removed; 

A symbol, which the ages have approved, 
For vows of wedlock which will ever hold. 



10 

It is a nimbus seen around the earth, 
Proclaiming to the universe a saint; 
It is a sash of honor without taint; 

A silken garter, badge of royal birth. 

The twilight ring is earth's bright crown. A thing 
As glorious as that shown when the sun, 
Eclipsed completely by the moon for one 

Brief minute, bares its rare coronal ring. 

Both Mars and Venus enviously stare 
At that auroral halo on the Earth, — 
A planet's symbol of eternal worth. 

The rings of Saturn cannot be more fair. 
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WATER 



1 



Locks upon the ocean's head; 

Wild, disheveled hair; 
Ocean's aura over spread 

Through the upper air. 

Ice upon the skating ponds; 

Hoar-frost on the grass; 
Raindrops splashing through the fronds; 

Hailstones hard as glass; 

Fog above the fishing banks; 

Clouds as roving sheep; 
Icicles in slanting ranks; 

Snowflakes ankle deep; 

Blizzard's blinding, driving sleet; 

Glacier's creeping flow; 
Icebergs that the liners meet; 

Breath's dissolving show; 

Boiling geyser's jet of steam; 

Dew in crystal spheres; 
Mist that rises on the stream; 

W r aterspout, and tears — 

Forms of water in the ocean's 

Ectoplasmic shell 
Where kaleidoscopic motions 

Startle and repel. 

Living water, hydro-monster, 

Savage feline beast, 
Teeth and claws of flowing water 

Tearing at a feast. 
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Orinoco, Yukon, 

Mississippi, Congo, 
Tigres, Indus, Rhone, Don, 

Amazon and Hwang-ho; 

Rhine, La Platte, Zambezi, 

Dnieper, Nile, Ohio, 
Ganges, Ob, MacKenzie, 

Thames and every rio — 

They are tiger's velvet paws 

Awaiting a command 
To unsheath the frightful claws 

And tear the helpless land. 



3 

Deep rivers, blue as indigo; 

Slow rivers, where meanders show; 

Swift rivers, thundering and strong; 
Grand Canyon, Colorado's song; 

Small rivers, creeks and tiny rills; 
Still brooks reflecting trees and hills; 

Dried wady sunk beneath the stones; 
Full river, straining levee groans; 

Flash-flood taking for its tolls 
Crops, cattle, houses, human souls. 

All, capillaries of the sea, 

Small streams seizing what is free. 
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Lake Winnipeg, Lake Winnebago, 

Hopatcong, Moosehead, Great Bear Lake; 

Lake Minnetonka, Lake Sebago, 

Lake Nipissing and Great Salt Lake; 

The crater lakes, the glacier lakes; 

Lake Erie, Lake Superior; 
The alkali and salty lakes; 

The well and reservoir; 

The mill ponds and the frog ponds, 
Where trout leap up and flash; 

The reed ponds and the scum ponds, 
Where bullfrogs croak and splash; 

The deep pools and the still pools, 

Where glides the watersnake: 
The rain pools and the mud holes, 

Where cat-tails bend and shake 1 — 

The ganglions of waters 

Remote from central main, 
Connected by the rivers 

As with a thinking brain. 



5 

The ripple from the zephyr; 

The tide in Fundy Bay; 
The rapids of Saint Lawrence; 

The riffle's dancing play; 

Niagara in plunging 

From off its rocky walls; 

Victoria; the roaring 
Of all the waterfalls; 
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The flume along the mountain; 

The mill-raee to the wheel; 
The clear artesian fountain; 

Yon whirlpool's deadly reel — 

But all of these are ocean 
In its bewitching moods; 

The waving hair in motion, 
Which over all protrudes. 

The flush upon the cheeks; 

The flashing of the eye; 
The passion as it seeks 

For Land, the proud and high. 

Land the ocean's sweetheart, 
Whom he woos each day; 

Coaxing, pleading, coaxing 
Leading her away. 

Tenderly embraces, 

Whispers words of love, 

Woos with soft caresses 
As she stands above; 

Flatters with the rainbow, 
Gold and purple cloud; 

Serenades with raindrops 
While it thunders loud; 

Fills the inland basin, 

Brims the sparkling pool; 

Bathes her dusty face in 
Dew and showers, cool; 

Gives her frocks of forests, 

Maple, oak and fir; 
Cloaks of feathery snow, 

Snug and warm as fur. 
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Banks of meadow flowers 
Tapestry her clothes, 

Goldenrods and asters 
Purple afterglows — 

Seasons latest fashions, 
Robes of fern and grass — 

Beauty! Oh, her beauty! 
Marvel all who pass. 

Jewels for her bosom, 

Lakes on silver streams — 

She accepts his presents. 
He fulfills his dreams. 

Fondles her and woos her, 
Melts her heart of stone; 

Yielding, she receives him; 
Thus their love is shown. 

Locks upon the ocean ! 

Ectodern of sea, 
Is the sparkling water 

That on earth is free. 



7 

Continents beloved, and islands! 

Land, in every place, beware! 
Ocean loves you but to ravish. 

0 beware, beware, beware. 

To his ocean bed he drags you, 

From your heights, secure, sublime; 

All your glory he will ravish; 
All your beauty change to slime. 

12 



Others have been seized before you, 

With a passion as for you. 
Where are they, and where their beauty, 

Now the ocean's love is through? 

Slowly, surely, he consumes you; 

Steals your heritage and wealth; 
Honor, beauty, pride and substance, 

He is taking now by stealth. 

Fear, 0 fear, the ocean lover, 
Selfish, ruthless and love blind; 

When he satiates his passion 
Nothing will remain behind. 



TO A PINE TREE LOUSE 



No rain had fallen for many weeks; 

The pools were all that remained of creeks; 

The sun had long with its scorching heat 

Burned up the pastures with drought complete; 

The funnel-web with no dew empearled 

Was gray with dust; and the grass was curled; 

The clover heads were on dry stems bent, 

Their blossoms had no fragrant scent. 



The queen bee stood on the hive's wax throne, 
And ordered scout and reposing drone, 
"Go down the valleys and up the hills 
And search for pollen and nectar stills." 
But all in vain did the scouts fly out, 
For not a bloom had survived the drought; 
And soon the swarm was compelled to eat 
The last of stores of its winter sweet. 



Then up the height flew a honey bee 
And stopped to rest on a scrub pine tree. 
She was so weak and her wings so dry, 
It seemed she never again could fly. 
She buzzed her woe to a pine tree louse, 
How famine had come into her house. 
The pine tree louse served a nectar brew, 
A sweet and wonderful honey dew. 



The honey bee drank and stronger grew, 

And quickly home to the hive she flew. 

Then soon the workers were on the wing, 

Off to the highland the sweet to bring. 

The hungry drones and the old queen bee 

Found strength and life, and again were free. 

The waxen cells of the queen's store house 

Soon bulged with the gifts of the pine tree louse. 
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When drought has come and has seized the land, 
And moist earth turns into wind blown sand, 
And nectar blooms are so parched and dry, 
That honey bees all are doomed to die, 
Then does the louse on the scrub pine tree 
Befriend the starved little honey bee, 
And is as kind as a louse can be. 
Hail to the louse on the scrub pine tree. 



(A crystal ized honey taken from a hive in Central 
Pennsylvania was found on analysis to consist of a 
very rare sugar, known to science as "Melitose." An 
effort was made to discover where the bees gathered 
this rare sugar, and it was learned, that during long 
periods of drought, when clover and other flowers 
were not yielding nectar, the bees went to a variety ol 
scrub pine tree, which is infested by a kind of plant 
louse, which secrets a honey-dew. This honey-dew is 
collected by the bees, and when deposited in the 
honeycomb quickly crystalizes.) 
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SONG OF THE EVENING 



When old Mother Nature smoothes all the quilts up 

And kisses the world goodnight, 
She gives him some dew in a new buttercup 

And slowly turns down her light. 

She bids her wild creatures to harken and hush 

So he can go soon to sleep. 
While softly she chants vesper prayers with the thrush 

His eyes will have ceased to peep. 

The comforter-quilt that she spreads over him 

Is blue and the knots are stars. 
The sweet lullaby that she sings unto him 

Is clear liquid woodthrush bars. 

The dress that she wears is a rose-colored sky 

With sashes of golden cloud. 
With voice that is soft as a zephyr's low sigh 

She whispers her love aloud. 

"Goodnight, little one, precious darling, goodnight; 

Goodnight, my dear child, goodnight." 
Then old Mother Nature tucks the quilts up tight 

And kisses the world goodnight. 

She comes in the night with her candle held up 

To see if he is all right; 
Again Mother Nature smoothes all the quilts up 

And kisses the world goodnight. 
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HOPE 



Hope is the floss of thistle 
That floats by in the air 

Bearing its precious missile 
On wings of silken hair. 

Hope is the blue egg lying 
In nest of straw and clay 

Which in a month is flying 
And singing all the day. 

Hope is the plant Narcissus 
Beneath the winter's snow 

That when the Spring's sun kisses 
Will stir itself and grow. 

Hope is the caterpillar 

Whose hammock swings on high 
That will come forth a miller 

Or gorgeous butterfly. 

Hope is the sunshine breaking 
In on the rain cloud's storm 

And on the gray sky making 
The vivid rainbows form. 

Hope is the new moon glowing 

Low in the western sky 
Which nightly will be growing 

Till Harvest Moon is high. 
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RADIOLARIAN 



1 

Beautiful radiolarian, 

Built on a truly aesthetic plan, 

Star of perfection and symmetry — 

Infinitesimal entity 
Seen through the museum's microscope. 
When it was living had it a hope? 

Spending the span of its destiny 

Drifting about in the open sea, 
Carried by currents in ceaseless flow, 
Whither and thither it could not know. 

Did it not question where it might go? 

Equally pressed by the wave and tide, 

Equally formed by the force inside, 
Born to mature and to pass away 
All in the space of a single day, 

Living and leaving posterity, 

Finding perfection and symmetry 
Which is the quest of its brother, man; 
Wonderful radiolarian. 

2 

What can be said for the glory of man 

More than for radiolarian? 

Drifting along where he does not know, 
Carried by currents that ebb and flow 
Whither and thither the winds may blow; 

Riding a planet that whirls afar 

Endlessley going around a star; 

Guessing the course of his earthly car 

Racing through space on a track unknown; 
Hoping, yet fearing, that he be shown 
What the vast universe gives its own. 

Brief is the span of his destiny, 

Mating and leaving posterity. 
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Still he believes in eternity, 

Thinking his flame is f orevermore ; 
Not as the flash of a meteor, 
Burned into ashes and seen no more. 
Finding perfection in being free, 
Seeking perfection and symmetry 
Man is a radiolarian, 
Only a radiolarian. 

3 

Man is compressed by the Infinite. 
Light of his soul is a spark of It. 
Bright as the fire from which it is lit, 
Showing Its glory a little bit. 

Such is the story of finite man, 

Just as of radiolarian. 
Out of the womb of the universe, 
Man is a baby and it the nurse. 
Singing its praise in his prose and verse, 

Rays of his thoughts in a moment race; 

Reach to the outermost realms of space; 
Master the pattern; in every trace 
Seeing perfection and symmetry, 
Which is the form of Infinity. 

God is a radiolarian, 

Infinite radiolarian. 
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OCEAN AND DUST 



1 

Soft ooze on which the ocean sprawls 

Is only dust that falls 

Unseen into the sea. While eons ply 

The ocean garners from the earth and sky. 

No dust escapes. From highest atmospheres 
Where dust may float for many years 
And go in world encircling quest 
Each particle will drift to it for rest. 

The rocks embedded in the mountain chains 
Beyond the reach of present frosts and rains 

Where they now seem secure 

And destined to endure 
Will have no other fate. 
The ocean will but wait. 

Delaying like a cat that mauls 

A mouse a while before it kills to eat, 
And they will soon 
Be seized and strewn 

To be the sheet 

Upon the couch on which the ocean lolls. 

Forgotten crumbled continents 
Becoming sediments 

Are in the ooze where dust is lowered; 
And mountain ranges, never seen on maps, 
Whose cowl-like caps 

In silent grandeur soared 
Above the sea 

Are there within the slime. 
They ceased to be 

In far archaic time. 
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The ocean claims all dust, 

To hold in sacred trust. 
The ocean is insatiate. 
Gold dust, so much beloved of late, 

In the same pile is flung 

With dust of dung. 

Bone dust, the endless heaps 
Which grim death reapers reap 

The ocean sweeps 
Into its deep. 

Why bury in a marble tomb? 

Man cannot thwart the common doom 
For ultimately dust is free 
And man is buried in the sea. 

Such barriers as race and creed, 
Which cause the living dust to bleed, 
Are nil when it pulls home 
The dust which now can roam. 

Dust ever harkens to the sea's request, 
"Come unto me and I will give you rest." 
In full release from strife 
The sea restores abundant life. 

If in the ocean thinking dust evolved, 
And if when living dust has been dissolved 

It goes into the sea to be reborn, 

Then daily it is said, 
"This is the Resurrection Morn, 

The Sea gives up its dead." 
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